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Have we not fought your Batiles 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Capt, OBLUNOER. 


AGH, brilliant Shircle, ſheafe to vend your Spleen, 
On uh, poor Iriſh, 7ill our faults are ſheen ; 

M, Byfine/s bere, I'll wear, yu ner avoull gueſs ; 
But come, ——— my Duty "tiſh, firft is confiſs ; 

To keep you then no linger in Suſpince, 

To wed a fair One iſh my whole Pretince. 


Phoo, now dye bear, the Titter nc'er with ſpraſty 
Telainly fee the Gur] in each merry Faaſb. 


Nell then, "tif flrange; phat 'Fronti we bere reſhaves 


Fen lib by us the En gliſh Spa/peens live. 
bravely too; 


And pet, ungratefull Bier, all that wwon't do, 
Oagh, would the Heroes of Hibernia's Blood, 

Wha latily in their Cauſb uprightly food, 

But ſhay with me, they'll mix their noble Breed 
With Britain's Daughters ! then we ſhould be freed, 
Hark the Bll ring. I therefore muſt obey, 


So /morth your Brow:, and calnly hear the Play. 
A 2 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 5 


M E N, 

Captain O' under, Mr. SPARKS. | 
Mr. Trader, a Merchant, Mr, WArsox. 5 
Cheatwwell, Mr. STAYLY. y 
Sconce, Mr, Haul Lrox. 5 
Jerry, Captain's Serjeant, Mr, Williams, * 
Dr. Clyfter, Mr, Mrxir. 
Dr. Gallypot, Mr. Cox IN cHAM. 
Monſ, Ragon, Mr. KI uc. 

WOMEN. 


——————— 


Lucy, Daughter to Trader, Mrs, Gazen, 
Betty, Maid to Lucy, Miſs Commer FoORD* 


Mob, Keepers, &c. 


SCENE Lonvponx. | 
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BRAVE IRISH MAN. 


AGTH BK 
SCENE I. 
A Coamper. 
Lucy repeating ; 


"Tis not the Mariage, but the Mun we bale; 
"Tis there we reaſon and debate: 
For, give us but the Man awe liue, 


Wer ſure the Marriage to approve, 


T7 ELI, this ſame barbarous Marriage-AR is a a 
great Draw-back on the Inclinations of young 
People. 

Betty. Indced and ſo it is, Mem; for my Part Im- 
no Heireſs, and therefore at my own Propoſal! and 
if I was under the Reſtraint of the AQ, and kept 
from Men, I wou'd run to Seed, ſo I wou'd—but la | 
Mem, I had forgot to acquaint you, I verily believes 
that I ſaw your Ii Lover the Captara ; and I con- 
ceits it was he and no other, fo I do, and I faw- 
him go into the Blue Poſtices, ſo I did. 

Lucy. My Trib Lover, Miſs Pert; I never ſo much 
as ſaw his Potato Face in all my born Days; but I hear 
he's a ſtrange Animal of a Brute—Pray had he his 
Wings on? I ſuppoſe they ſaved him in his Paſſage. 

Betty" Oh! Mcm, you miſtakes the Linen; they 
deny that they've ings, but they all confeſs and 
boaſt of their Taz{:, 

A 3 Luey. - 
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Lucy. Oh Tawdry ! but fee who's at the Door. 
* Betty and returns with Cheat well. = C 

Cheat. Miſs ! Your moſt humble and obedient—1 | 
came to acquaint you of our Danger : Our common 
Enemy 1s juſt imported hither, and is enquiring for 2 
your Father's Houſe thrg' every Street— Ihe Jie 8 
Captain, in ſhort, is come to London; ſuch a Figure | t 
and ſo attended by the Rabble K 

Lucy. I long to ſee him we love Variety; and 
Iriſpmen, I hear, are not fo deſpicable ; beſides, the 
Captain may be miſrepreſented. [ 4/ize.] Mr. Cheat= 
acell, you know my Father's Deſign is to have as 
many Suitors as he can, in order to have a Choice of 
them all, 

Cat. I have nothing but your Profeſſions and Sin- 
cerity to depend on Oh l. here's my truſty Mercury, 


N 4 bY * * Bw. * 


Enter Sconce. 


> 
\ 
4 


So- Well, have you dogg'd the Captain? 

France. Ves, yes, | left him inug at the Blue Poſts ; 
he's juit pat for our Purpoſe, eafily humm'd ; as 
ſimple and as undeſigning as we would have him, 
Well, and what do you propoſe ? 

Chat. Propole ! why to drive him back to his 
native Bogs as faſt as poſſible, | 

Lury, Oh! Mr, Cheatwell— pray let's have a 
Sight of the Creature 

. Cheat, Oh! Female Curioſity =Why Child, he'd 
frighten thee—he's above ſix Feet hig 

Lucy, A fine Size--lT like a tall Man, [ Afede. 

Sconce, A great huge Back and Shoulders, 

Lucy, We Women love length and Breath in Pro- 
portion. [ A/ade. 

Sconce, Wears a great long Sword, which he calls 
his Andrew Ferrara 

Lucy, 1 hear the 7% are naturally brave 

Sconce. And carries a large Oaken Cudgel, which 
he calls his Sela | 

Lucy. Which he can make uſe of on Occaſions, I 
ſuppole. | [Aldi. 


Sconce, 


* by *. - D _ 


Y 


Captain O'BLuUNDER, 7 
Sconce. Add to this a great Pair of Jackboots, a 


Cumb-riind Pinch to his Hat, an old red Coat, and 


a damn'd Potatoe Face, Z 
Lucy, H+ malt be worth ſeeing truly 
Chat. Well, my dear Girl, be conſtant, wiſh me- 

Succeſs ; for | ſhall ſo num, io roait, and ſo banter 

this ſame Ii Captain, that he'll ſcarce wiſh himlelf 

in London again theſe ſeven Years to come. 
Lucy, About it—Adieu I hear my Father. 

[Exew.t ſeveral. 


SCENE IL 


A Street. 


* 


Enter Captain O' Blunder and Jerry. 


Capt. And ſo you tells me, Cherjeapt, that Terence 
AM'G /204terry keeps a Goon? 

$S 7 Yes, Sir, 

Cpt. Monumondioul! but if I catches a of 
theie Spalpeen Brats keeping a Goon to deſtro e 
Game, but ['l] have 'em chot firſt, and phip't thor- 
rougu the Regiment afterwards 

Ser, One would think that they ſhould be whipp'd 
firſt, and then ſhot. 

Cpt. Well iſhn't it the ſame Thing? Fat the 
Devil magnifies that ?—"Tis but phipping and ſhoot- . 
ing all the time — Tis the ſame ThingQn the End, 
ſure, after all your Cunning, but ill you'll be a 
Wileacre : but that Terence M'G/oodterry is an old 
Pocher, he ſhoots all the Rabbits in the Country to 
ſock his own Borrough with 'em. 


Enter a Mob, who flare at bim. 


1f Mob, Twig his Boots. 
24 Mb. Smoke his Sword, &c. r. 


Cpt. Well, you Scoundrels, did you never ſee an 
irik Shentleman before ? 


Enter 
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Enter Sconce, 


F.once. Oh! fie! Gentlemen are not you aſham'd 
to mock a Stranger after this rude Manner. 

Capt. This is a fiivil Short of a little Fellow 
enough. [ Aſide. 

Scence, If he is an Irifman you may fee by his 
Dre's and Behaviour, that he's a Gentleman. 

Caft,, Veſh, you Shons of Whores, don't you ſee 
by my Dref- and B-haviour, that I'm a Shentleman 
Stranger — by my Choul if I take S to you 1'l} 
make you all {mo':e, [ Mb runs off, 

[To Sconc. ] Shit, our bumble Sharvant ; you ſeem 
to-be a ſhivil manerly Shentleman and I ft.al! be 

lad to be gratifed with your nearer Acquaintarce, 


Ert.r Cheatwell. 
Cheat. Captain O Blunder ; Sir, you are extremely 


welcome to London—Sir, | am your moſt finceie Friend 
and devoted-humble Servant 


C-pt. Yara | then how well every Body knows me 


in Lonaon—to be ſure they read of my Name in the 
Papers, and they know my Faaſh ever fince,— Shir 
your affected humble Sharvant, [ S.1/ute, 

Chat Well, and Capt, tell us, bow long are 
you arrived p I hope yu had a good Pailage ? 

Cpt By my Shoul, my own Bones are thore after 
it - We were on the Devil's own I urnpikce for eight 
and forty Hours—to be ſure, we were all in a. comi- 
cal Pickle, —' | was Old Nick's Race Horſe we rode, 
and tho? l bid the Landlord of the Ferry boat to ſtop it, 
he took no more Notice of me, than it I'was one of 
the Spalpeens that was going over to gap the Harveſt. 

Cheat. No, Captain /— The unmannerly Fellow; 
and what brought you to Landon. 

Capt, Faith, my Jewel, I came in the Stage-Coach 
from Cher. 

Gheo/, I mean, what Buſineſs : 

Cope, 
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Capt. How damn'd inquiſitive they are here [ Ade. ] 
but I'll be as cunning as no Man alive. By my 
ſhoul, my Jewel I'm going over to Whirginny to beat 
the Frinch — They ſay they have driven our Coun- 
trymen out of their Plantations ; by my Shoul, my 
Jewel, if our Troops get vonſe among them, we'll 
cut them all in Pieces, and then bring em over Priſo- 
ners of War beſides, 

Cheat, Indeed, Captain, you are come upon an 
honourable Expedition—but pray, how is the old 
Gentleman your Father? J hope you left him in good 
Health? 

Capt. Oh ! by my Shoul, he's very well, my Jewel 3 

for he's dead theſe four Years. 

Cheat. And the old Gentleman, your Uncle. 

Capt. My Uncle !—you mean my Shiſter's Huſh- 
band, you Fool you, that's my brother-in-law 

Cheat, Aye,a handiome Man 

Capt. Ha, ha, a handſome Man? ay, for he's a 
damn'd crooked Fellow; he's crooked Shoulder'd, 
and has a Hump upon his Noſe, and a Pair of 
> Huckle Backs upon his Shins, if you call that hand- 
ſome Ha, ha, ha. | 

Cheat. And pray is that merry, joking Gentleman. 

_ ſtill—He that uſed to make us laugh ſo—Mr. 4 
Mr. —a. | 
Capt. Phoo, I'll tell you who you mean—You 
mean Sheela Sbaug hnaſiy's Huſband the Exſhizeman. 
Cbea. The very lame, 

Capt. : Oh! my dear jewel, he's as merry as my | 
Lord Chief Joke in Dublin ; tho' he's not very wile 3 
phin I'm by ; for I took him down — Arra, my Jewel, 
I' tell you the whole Story We took a walk toge- 
ther, and the Wind was very high, confidering twas 2 


1 i. et 
a , ̃ 


f fine calm Morning — Twas in our Back going, but, 
| | by my Shou!, as we returned, it was in our Faa 

: coming home— and yet | could never perſuade nim 
that the Wind was turned. 

Cbeat. Oh the Fool 

h Capt Ara, ſo I told him, my Jewel ; you great 


Oaf, ſays I—If the Wind blows in your Back going, 


and 
| 
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and blows in your Faah coming, ſure the Wind is 
turn'd — No, if I was to preach, and to preach, till 
Iaſt Year come Twelvemonth, I cou'd not diſſuade 
him that the Wind was turn'd. 
Cheat. He had not common Senſe - Well, and 
does the old Church ſtand where it did. 
Capt. The old Church— the Devil a Church with» 
in ten Mile of us, 
Cheat, I'm ſure there was a kind of an old Building 
like a Church or a Caftle, — 
Capt Phoo, my Jewel, I know what you call a 
Church —by my Shoul, 'tis old lame Wil! Hurly's 
Mill you mean, [Talk a, dt. 


Enter Sconce awith Mon/jcur Ragou. 


S-once, Conſider, Monſieur, he's your Rival, and 
is come purely, and wich an Intent to rob you of 
your Miſtreſs, 

Monſ. Is he Le Fripon - Le grand Fripon ! Par- 
bleu, me no endure dat ! icy I'Epee Æ vat you call 
my Sword —Eſt bien aſſure — he may take my 
Vord for dat 

Sconce. And he's the greateſt of all Cowards—tho" 
he carries that great ſwaggering broad Sword— believe 
me Monfieur, he woo'd not fight a Cat— he'd run 
away if you drew upon him.— 

Monſ. You be bien aſſure that he be de grand 
Coward=Mon Ami—Eh bien—vel den—I'lIl have 
his Blood —my Heart dance de pit a pit. [4/2] Je 
n'avois pas la Courage, I have not de good Courage. 

Sconce, Tut, Man, only affront him —go up to him. 

Mon/, Me ſal ſhew him de bon Aldreſſ:= Helas — 
(gaes up to the Captain) Monſieur Le Capitaine vous 
etes Le grand Fripon. 

Cpt, Wil'G:l:n a gul, have you any Ts? 

Minſ. Irelande ! me be no ſuch outlandiſh Coun- 
try: — You ſmell of de Potatoe, 


Capt. Do I—by my Soul I did not taaſht a Praty 


ſince I left Ireland; may be he has a mind to put 
[To Cheatwell, 


Cheat. 


the Front upon me. 
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Cheat, It looks like it, very like it, Captain: 

Capt. Faith, my Jewe), I don't know a more 
peaceable Companion than Andrew Ferrara here 
Leaving his Sword.) But if he's provoked—he's no 
Slouch at it—-do you mean to front me, you French 
Bogre Eh 

Mony. Aﬀront—you be de Teague, de vild Jrif. 
man—de Potatoe Face me no think it vorth my 
while to notice you. Otez vous, je dis go about 
your Buſineſ 

Capt, Oh, ho, are you there? —come out my 
truſty Andreav Ferrara here take Shillel/am— - [ Gives 
his Cudgel to Cheatwell.] 

Sconce, Draw, for he won't fight. [To the Frenchman, 

Monſ. He be de terrible Countenance—He be fort 
enrage, dev'liſh angry. 

Capt. Come on, you Soup Maigre. 

[They fight Mcnficur falls, 

Capt. After that you're ealy—who ſmells of Pratys 
now ? you Refugee Son of a Whore— Affront an 1 
Shentleman ! 

Sconce. The Man's dead. 

Capt. Is he ? — what magnifies that; I killed 
him in the fair duelling way. 

Cheat, But, Captain, tis Death by the Law to 
duel in Erg/and—and this Place is not fo fafe a Place 
for you—I'm heartily ſorry for this Accident. 

Capt. Ara, my Jewel, they don't mind it in Fe 
land one Trawneen, 

Cheat, Come, come, Captain, ſafe's the Word 
the Street will be ſoon alarm'd—you can come to my 
Houſe till the Danger's over=and I will get you Bail, 

Capt. By my Shoul, I believe 'tis the beſt Way, 
for fear of the Boners, | 

Cheat, Here's my Friend will ſhew'you the Way to 
my Houſe , III be with you in a minute. 

| m [ Exit Captain auitb Sconce, 

Cheat, Are you dead, Monßeur, Eveillez- vous 
get up, Man. | 

Mon/. Parbleu—il ayoit de long Rapier he be 

de 
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de terrible /riGman tis well me fall in time, or 
he make me fall ſo dat me never reſuſciter—never 
get up again. | 
Cheat, Well, I'm glad there's no more Miſchief 
done 
Come, never mind the Ii man a Ruſh, 
You and the Captain. ſhall have t'other Brufh. 
Men. Parbleu me kis de Book, me juſt have 
ſwore, 
Never to fight an Jiſpman no more. Excunt, 


6 II. 
SCENE III. 
A mad Houſe. 


Enter Captain and Sconce. 


Sconce, Captain, this is your Couſin's Houſe: III 
go and get proper ſhings for your Accomodation 
—Sir, your humble Servant for a Moment or ſo 
give me your Things, (Takes his Sxword and Cudgel.) 

Capt. Shir, your moſt hamble Sharvant. ( Looks about) 
Faith my Coufin's Houſe is a brave large Place 
tho? it is not fo very well furniſh'd——but I ſuppoſe, 
the Maid was cleaning out the Rooms: So- who are 
theſe now ? Some Acquaintance of my Couſiu's to 
be ſure. 


— wo >, 2 „ — — — - — 


Enter Dr. Clyſter and Dy. Gally pot. 


( Both Slaute the Captain) 
Capt. Shentlemen your moſt humble Sharvant— 
but where's my Couſin ? 
C. His Coufin ——what does he mean? 
[To Dy. Gallypot: 
Gally. What ſhoald a Madman mean ? Sir, we 
-come to treat you in a regular Manner, 

Cap. O dear Shentlemen, 'tis too much Trouble 
oon need not be over regular, a ſingle Joint of 
Meat, and a good Glaſs of Ale, will be a very good 
Treat without any needleſs Expeaces, | 

| Chih, 
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Captam OBTCUuUuRE X. 13 
Ch. Do you mind that symptom -—ibe canine 
Appetite. 
pr. Nine Appetites, - no, my Jewel ; I have an 
Appetite like other People ; a Couple of Pounds will 
ferve me if I was ever ſo hungry phat the Devil do 
they talk of nine Appetites ; do they think Im a 
Cat, that has as many Stomachs as Lives. | 
Gally, He looks A Little wild, Brother. 
Cat. Fat! are you Brothers? 
Poth. Pray, Sir, be ſeated ; we ſhall examine me- 
thodically into the Nature of your Caſe. 
They fit—Captain in the Middle—=they feel bis 
Pulſe—te flars at them. 
Capt. Fat the Devil do they mean by taking me 
by the Wriſts- may be tis the Faſhion of Compli- 
ment in London. 


; 


CI. Brother, you plainly 3 87. — 


tole and Diaſtole are obſtruct 
Capt, My Piſs- hole and Arſe- hole Fat the Devil 
ails them ? bury er _ 
G Fir other, let-us the mptoms 
98 By my Sboul, the Fellows are Fouls 
CH. Pray, Sir, bow do. you reſt? . 
Capt. In a good Feat er-Bed, my Jenel—and 
ſometimes, I take a Nap in an Arm-chair, 
CH. But do you fleep ſound ? | 
Capt. Faith | ſleep and ſnore all Night; and — 


I awake in the Morning, I find myſelf Jaſt aſleep. 


Galhy. The Cerebrum ot Cerebellum is affected. 
Gs The Devil @ Sir Abram, or WEI * 
mi | | 


Gally. How do you eat, Sir? 


Mr 30 my Mouth how the Devil route 
ye 

055 HON Sir, have you a good Stmnedhy ye 
eat heartily ? 

Capt. Oh, my Jewel, 1'm no Slouch at that, tho? 
a clumſy Beef-fiake, or the Leg and Arm of a Tar 
22 a Grilkin under his Oxte would ſharve my 

urn. 
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Sah. Do you generally drink much ? 

Capt. Oh my Jewel, a Couple of Quarts of Ale 
and Porter would not choak me ; but fat the Devil 
magnifies ſo many Queſtions about eating and drink- 
ing—If you have a mind to order any Thing, do it 
as ſoon as you can, for I'm almoſt famiſh'd. f 

Chi. I am ſor treating him regularly, methodi - 
ally, and ſecundum Artem. 

Capt. Secundem Fagtem—I don't ſee any Sign of 
treating at all= Arra, my Jewels, ſend for a Mutton 
Chop, and dont trouble yourſelves about my Stomach. 

Ch. I ſhall give you my Opinion, concerning this 
'Caſe, Brother Galen ſays 

Capt. Wil Gelin a gud ? 

Chi. I ſay that Galen is of Opinion, that in all 
aduſt Complexions. 

Capt. Well, and who has a duſty Complexion ? 

Cy. A little Patience, Sir, 

Capt. I think I have a great deal of Patience; that 
People can't eat a Morſel without ſo many imperti- 
nent Queſtions. 

CH. Qui habet Viltum aduſtum, 
Hibet cuninum Cuſtum. 

Capt. I'm fure 'tis an ugly Cuſtom to keep a Man 
fatting ſo long after pretending to treat him. 

Gall. Ay, Brother, but Hipocrates differs from 
Gal-n in this Caſe, 

Capt. Well, but my Jewels, let there be no Dif- 
ference, nor falling out between two Brothers about me, 

for a ſmall Matter will ſharve my Turn. 

Cy. Sir, you break the Thread of our Diſcourſe ; 
was obſerving, that in Gloomy opaque Habits, the 
Rigidity of the Solids cauſes a continual Friction in 
the Fluids, which, by being conſtantly impended, grow 
thick an glutinous, by which means they cannot 
enter the Capillary Veſſels, nor the other finer Rami- 
fications of the Nerves. | 

Gally. Then, Brother, from your Poſition, it will 
be deducible that the Prime Piæ are to be cleat'd, 
which muſt be effected hy frequent Emeticks, 


C.. 


Captain O'sLunder. 13 


(. Sudorificks. 
Gelly, Catharticks. 
CH. Penumaticks. 
Gally, Reſturatives. 
yt. Corrofves,' 
Gally, Narcoticks. 
Chf. Cephalicks. 
Gally. Pectorale. 
Cl,/t, Sty pticks. * 
Galh. Specificks, 
C. Cauſticks. 


Capt. How naturally they anſwer one another like 
By my Shoul, 


the Pariſh Miniſter and the Clerk 
Jewels, thiſh' Gibberiſh will never fill a Man's Belly. 

Ct. And thus to ſpeak Summatim and Articula- 
tim, or categorically to recapitulate the ſeveral Re- 
medics in the Aggregate, the Emetics will clear the 


firſt paſſages, and reſtore the Viſcera to their priſtine 


Tone, and regulate their loſt periftaltick or vermicu- 
lar Motion, ſo that from the Oeſophagus to the Rec- 
tum I am for potent Emeticks. 

Gally. And next for Sudorificks, as they open the 
Pores, or rather the porous Continuity of the cautane- 


ous Dermis and Epidermis: thence to convey the 


noxious and melancholy Humours of the Blood. 
Chi. With Catharticks to purge him, 
Gall. Penumaticks to ſcourge him. 
Cl. Narcoticks to doze him. 
Gall. Cephalicks to poſe him, 
Capt. Theſe are ſome of the Diſhes they are to treat 


me with W by, my jewels, there's no need for all this 


Cookery—upon my Shou], this is to be a grand En- 
tertainment. Well, they'll have their own Way. 
C. Suppoſe we uſe Phlebotomy, and take from 


bim thirty Ounces of Blood, 


C-opt. Flea my Bottom, dy'e ſay ? 
Gally, His Eyes roll — call in the Keepers. 
[ Enter Keefer. 


Capt. Flea my Bottom—Oh, my Anderew Ferarara - 


and Shillela, I want ye now—but here's a Chair 
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Flay my Bottom—Y« Sons of whores - ye Gibberiſh 
Scounderls. [ Drives them out. 

Oh ! this Son of a Whore of a Couſin of mine, co 
bring me to theſe Thieves to flay my Bottum— f I 
meet him, I'll flay his Bottom. [Exit. 


SCENE 1V. 
The $rreet. 
Eis Serjeant, 


T have been ſeeking my Maſter every where and 
cannot find him; I hope nothing has happened him 
IU think that was one of the Gentlemen I @w with 
him 


Enter Sconce. 


Sir, Sir, pray did you ſee the Captain, my Maſler, 
Captain O'Zlunder the [ris Gentleman ? 
Sconce, Natl, indeed, my Friend] leſt him laſt 
with Mr. Cheatærell. -I ſuppoſe they're taking a Bot- 
tle together —— Oh, No, here's the Captain. 


Euter Captain, 


Capt. Oh l my dear Friend, I had like to be loft, 
to be ruinated by that Scoundrel my Couſhin— Well 
I'm ſo out of Breath, I ran away with my Life from 
the Thieves—you know You left me at my Couſhin's 
Houſe —Welt, I walked about for ſome Time to be 
fare I thought it an odd ſort of a Houſe, when I ſaw 
no Furniture, — There I expected my Couſhin every 


Moment; and, dear Honey, there came in two 


Bird-lime Sons of Whores, with great Wigs — they 
look'd like Conjurers and Fortune-tellers—one takes 
hold of one of my Wriſts, and the other catches hold 
of my other Wriſt ; I thought by Way of Compli- 


ment. I ſat down betwixt them; they did chatter ſuch 


Gibberiſh like a couple of old Baboons; and all this 


Diſcourſe was conchaarning me they talked at * 
0 


me Bu 
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of treating me, and aſk'd me Had I a good Stomach ? 
ode of em ſaid, I had nine Appetites; but at 
length, my Jewels, what ſhould come of the Treat, 
but they agreed before my Face to Bay my Bottom 
Oh ! It I tell you a Word of Lie, I'm not here - My ö 
Dear, they calls in the Keepers to tie me; I up with 
the Chair; for 1 gave you my SHillelu and Andrew 
Ferrara, and drove them out, and made my Eſcape, 

Sconce, I'm ſorry to {ee that your Couſin. has be- > 
haved ſo redely towards you; but any thing that lies 
in my Power . e 

Cast. Oh! Sir, you're a very worthy Shentleman ; 
but Cherjeant, I muſt go to ſee Mr. Trader the 
Merchant, and his fair Daughter, Has the Taylor 
brought home my Clothes ? 

Ser, Yes, Sir, and the old Gentleman expects vou | 
immediately, and ſent a Man in Livery for you.—— _. 

Capt. Come, my good Friend, I won't part with | 
you-—l'!l ep to my Lodgings, and juſt flip. on my 
Clothes, that | may pay my due Regards to-my 
Miſh:reſs —_ 


SCENE V. 
The Mad Hoe. 


— — — 


3 


Cheatwell, Clyfler, aud Gally pot. ow" a 


Cheat. I'm ſorry for this Accident: | 
CH. In throth, Mr. Cheatarel/, he was the moſt | 
furious Madman that ever I met with, during: che 
whole Courſe of my Practice. a 
Galiy. Lam now ſerpris d how he ſat ſo fong, quiet. | 
Cheat, Heill run riot about the Streets z; but I hope 
he'll be taken: Oh I here's Sconce, "Foe 


E:i:or , Sconce. Wet, , 


Well, What News ef the Captain ? 2 
Sconce, I juſt ran toletyouKnow of his Motions; 
ke is preparing to dreſs, in order to pay a viſie to Mis 
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Lucy, and to pay his reſpects to Trader; and worſe 
News for you, tis whiſpered on Change, that Trader 
is broke. 

Cheat. If that ſhould fall out ſo, I ſhall cafily re- 
ſign my Pretenſions to the pom "Twas Lucy's 
Purſe, and not her Beauty that 1 courted. 

Sconce. I muſt run back to the Captain, and keep 
in with him, to ſerve a Turn ; do you ata Diſtance 
watch us, and proceed accordingly, [ Exit, 

Cheat. Well, Gentlemen, 1 ſhall take Care to ac- 
knowledge your Trouble at the firſt Time | ſee you 
again; fo adieu. [ Excunt, 


SCENE VI. 
The Captain's Ledsings, 


Cap:. Atrah but who the Divil do you think I met 
Yeſterday fullbut in tbe Street but Thady Shavghnaſſy ? 

Serj, Well, and how is he ? 
. Caft. Arrah, ſlay till I tell you; he waſh it todther 
Side of the Way, and when I came up, it waſh not 
him. Tell me, doſh my new Regimentals become 
me ? 

Serj, Yes indeed, Sir, I think they do. 

Capt. This pocket is too high; I muſt be forced 
to ſtoop for my Snuff-Box, 


Eater Sconce. 


Ha ! upon my Word, Captair, you look as ſpruce 
as a young Bridegroom. 

Caps. All in good Time—and does it fit eaſy ? 

Sconce, Eaſy, Sir, it fits like your Shirt; 

Capt. I thiak it's a little too wide here in the Sleeve: 
I'm afraid the Fellow has not left Cloth enough to 
take it in; tho' I can't blame the Fellow neither; for 
I was not by when he took Meaſure of me—Cherjeant 
here, go, take this Sixpence Halfpenny, and buy me 
a Pair of white Gloves. 

Serj, I don't think you can get a pair for Sixpence' 
| 3 Cape. 
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Capt. Why how much will the Leatherman have ? 
Sconce. Two Shillings 
Capt. Two Thirteens | 


don. 

Capt. Not leſs than two 'Phirteens ! Monomendiau/l 
but I'd rather my Hands ſhould go barefoot all the 
Days of their Lives, than give two Thirteens for a 
Pair of Gloves — Come, come along, I'll go without 
'em; my Miſhtreſs muſt excuſe me. [Extunt, 


SCENE changes te Trader's Hau/e. 
Enter Trader and Lucy. 


Tra, Well, Daughter, I have been examining into 
the Circumſtances of Cbeatwell, and find he is not 
worth a Six-pence, and as for your French Lover, 
he is ſome run- away Dancing Maſter or Hair cutter 
from Paris; ſo that really, among them all, I cannot 
find any one to come up to your 415 J. over, either 
for Birth, Fortune, or Character, 

Lucy. Sir, you're the belt Judge in the diſpoſing of 
me; and indeed, | have no real Tendie for any one 
of them—As to the % Captain, 1 have not ſeen 
him as yet. 

Tra, You'll ſee him preſently-; I ſent to his Lodg- 
ings, and expect him every Moment—Oh f here's 
Monſicur, 


Enter Monſieur Ragou. 


Tra, Well, Monſieur, I have been trying my 
Daughter's Affections in Regard to you, and as ſhe is 
willing to be guided by me in this Affair, I weu'd 
willingly know by what viſible Means you intend to 
maintain her like a Gentlewoman, as ſhe is, both by 
Birth and Education? 


Monſ. Me have de grand Acquaintance with tke - 


Beau-Monde ; and, {i vous plais to do me the Honour 
of making meyour Son-in- Law, me ti anſact your Ne- 
gotiations with all poſſible Care ard Belle Air. 


— 
— 


Serj. Indeed, Sir, you won't get them leſs in Lon - 


Feu 
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Enter Captain O'Blunder, Oc. 


Tra. You're welcome to my Houſe—Sir, this is 
my Daughter — this, Child, is Captain O' Blunder, 
whom I hope you will receive as he deſerves, 

Cet. Fairelt of Creatures, will you gratify me 
with a Talle of your ſweet delicate Lips, [Ki e] By 
my Shoul a neat Creature, and a good Bagoorah 
Girl —— Oh! oh ! I tee my Frenchman! and, Faith, 
E have a Praty ready for him now. 

Men. Ogg! Le Diable he eſpy me—me bet- 
ter go off while I am well, 

Capt. (goes up to Monſieur I thought, Monſieur 
Rage, that you were dead — Do I ſmell of the Pra- 
ty now, you Soupe Maigre Son of a French Boogre ? 

Tra. The Captain has a Mind to be merry with 
the Frenchman, 

Capt. By my Shoub my Jewel, I have got a Prat 
for you now —here eat it, Eat thiz=Oh, ho, come 
forti, [Draws.] Ext that Praty this Minute. I'm 
ſure tio better nor your Garlick nor Ingyons inFrance, 

[ Frenchman eati it, 


Euter a Servant to Trader, 


Serv, Oh! Sir—there ace certain accounts come 
—-—but theſe Letters will better inform you, 
Tra, [reads] Oh, Captain, I'm ruin'd, undone— 
broke 
Capt, Broke! what have you broke? 
Tra. Oh! Sir, my Fortune's broke; I am not a 

Penny above a Beggar. IAA, 

Ain), Oh! den me be off de Amour me have 
no Dealings with Beggars; me have too many of de 
Beggar in my Own Country; ſo me better ſlip away 
in good Time. 8 2 1 [ Exit. 

Tra. S9 now, Captain, I haye not concealed my 
Misſortunes from you; u arę at Liberty to chooſe 
a happier Wife, for my poor Child is miſerable. 
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Capt. I thought your Ribs was broke; I am no 
Surgeon ; but if tis only a little Money that broke 
you; give me this ſweet Lady's Lily.-white Hand, 
and, as far a good Eſlate in Land and Stock will 
go. I'll ſhare it with ber, and with yourfelf— Ara, 
never mind the Thieves, my jewel, I'!l break their 
Necks before they ſhall break your little Finger. 
Come, I'll give you a Song of my own Compoiition, 


Wherever I am going, and all the Day long, 
Abroad and at bome, or alone in a Tbrong, 
I find that my Paſſions ſo lively and firong, 
T bat your name, when Pm ſilent, runs flill in my 
Song. 
Sing Balinamone oro, Balinamone oro, Bali- 
namone oro, A Ki/: of your ſweet lips for me 
Since the firſl Time I ſawyou, I took no repoſe 
I fleep all the Day, to forget balf my Most; 
So flirong is the Flame in my Bofom which glows, 
By St. Patrick Pm afraid it would burn thro” my 
Cloaths, 
Sing Baliramone oro, Ve- 
Youy pretty Black bair for me. 
On that bappy Day when I make you my Bride, 
Witha ſwinging long Sward, bew TI firut and 
PI ftvide, . 
In a Coach and fix Horſes with Honey PII vide, 
A beſore you I walk ro the Church by your fode. 
Sing Ballinamone oro, Er. 
Tour litle white fift for me. 


Enter Cheatwell. 


Gentlemen, I beg pardon for this Intruſion. 

Capt. Oh, by my Shoul, this is my friendly Coſhin 
that bid the old Conjurers flay my Bottom. 

Cheat. Sir, I beg your Pardon in particular, and 
hope you'll grant me it; nothing bat Neceſſity was 
the Cauſe of my ungenteel Bebaviour—This Lady I 
had an Eſteem for; but fince Things have turn'd out 

As 


4 
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as they have, my Pretenſions are without Founda- 
tion; and therefore rais'd the Report of your Ships 
being loſt at Sea, in hopes that this Gentleman would 


decline his Addrefles to your Daughter, when he 
found ſhe had no Fortune. | 


Capt. Oagh, my dear, we play no ſuch dirty Tricks 


in our Country. 

Cheat. And now, Captain, I hope you'll grant me 
your Pardon, and look upon me in the Light of an 
unfortuna'e Man, rather than of a bad Man. 
Cpt. Faath, my dear Couſhin, fiance Love is the 

Cauſe of your Mourning, I ſhall forgive you with all 
my Heart, [Shakes Hand:. 

Cheat, Sir, I ſhall always look upon your Frien4- 
ſhip as an Honour ; and hope you'll look upon me as 
a poor unfortunate yourg Fellow, that has not a 
Shilling, nor the Means of getting one upon the Face 
of the Earth. 

Capt. Oh ! upon my Shoul, then, Couſin Cheat we 
I. pity your Condition with all my Heat; and fince 
Things are ſo bad with you, if you'll take a Trip to 
my Ti Plantations with me and my dear Creature 
here, I'll give you 500. to ſtock a Farm upon my 

own Eſhtate, at Ba/lmaſcuſtlain, in the County of 
Mag ban, and the Barony of Cisgafigby Faith, and 
here's Bert, a tight Girl; and fince you cou'd not 
get the Miſtreſe, if you'll take up with the Maid, my 

ear here, ſhall give her a couple of Hundred to for- 
tune her off. 

Betty, Captain, I'm very much oblig'd to you, for 
getting me a Huſband ; if Mr. Cbcataveil has any 
Tendtre for me, I have a thouſand Pounds at his 
Service of my own ſaving. 

Capt. Oagh, dear Joy, a Servant maid with a thoa- 
ſand Pounds! Puy. in my Country, there's many a 
fine Lady has not half the Money, and goes to the 
Player, and the Balls, and the Reddotto's, and won't 
make her own Smock. 

Cheat. I thould be blind to my own Intereſt not to 
accept of ſuch valuable Propoſals ; and with Gra- 
titude take your Hand promiſing for the future, to 


lead 


Fo. 
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lead a Life, which ſhall be a Credit both to myſelf 
and my Benefactor. 

Capt. Well then, without Compliments, I'm glad 
to have made one poor Man happy ; and ſince we 
have made a double Match of it, hey for 7-«/and, 
where we will all live like the Sons of £4 Kings. 

Lucy, This Generofity amazes me, and greatly 
prejudices me in the Honeſty and Goodneſs of the 
Irif. 
Caftt. Oagh, my dear little Charmer, I've another 
Song jult @ propos. 


Of all the Huſband; living, an Iriſhman's the bfty 
With my fal, lal, Ec. 

No Natien on the Globe. oagh like kim'can ſtand the tft 
With my fal, lal, &c, 

The Engliſh are all Drones, al you may plainly ſees 


But were all briſt and airy, and due as a Bee. 
With my fal, lal, &c. | 


Lacy, Sir, your generous Behaviour ſo frankly 
ſhewn on ſo melancholy an Accident, has entirely 
gained my Heart, nor do I value your Eſtate, when 
{ct in Compoſition with your noble Soul. 


Thus, let all Women judge and thus decide, 

Be Beauty flill to noble Worth all;'d ; 

Nor glittering Wealth ſpould blind the Fair one's Eyes, 
Which, net <vith Honear join'd, ave h dgeſpiſe. 


DLZ xeunt, 
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Spoken by Lucy. 


UT! tut ! I was miftakin=ont'er believe mr, Wil 
If any Scandal ſhall again drceiue mee 
For now I find, they made me but a Child, 
To ſell me that the Iriſh all were wild : 
My Captain is as gentle as a Dove, 
Ai innocent, and quite as full of Lev I 
Y: Britiſh Fair, ye would awed the Tx uu. 
You'll only find it in the Ix 1s Youth : 
The Iriſh to our hearts have found the Way, 
7 mer Belich d it till 1 ſaw the—Key, 
Our deareff Secret beft ſuch Youth Reward, 
Who find the Key hole quick and hit fo true the Wards, | 


